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THE FAIRY LAND OF SHIPSCAR
IN Shipscar beyond the wold the rivers run brown as beer, And the women are not cold, and the babes are darling and
dear. The churches are white with praying, and the priests wear copes
of gold,
And the princes go clad in scarlet, fold upon splendid fold, And the youths have hair like daffodil in Shipscar over the wold
And m spring-time the apple-blossom foams there in a rosy cloud, Like a goddess with melting bosom over her shepherd-boy bowed, And the sunsets show wonderful crimson, they faint o'er the Occident crests, When the flame of the great sun dims on Vandale and birds to their
nests
Flit, and the Ia2uline green of the hesperal heavens is spread And the moon like a lily is seen to lift up her beautiful head. Then the stars show their frail flower-faces like primroses honeyed
and pale.
They glide in their own dancing-places as ships on Oceanus sail. Yea, all night long in their choirs the stars will go round and round. Their limbs of translucent fires are treading the heavenly ground, O, the beat, beat, beat of their dancing in their windy palaestras
of gold, Their angelical aeromancing in Shipscar over the wold!
And the day from her chamber stealing in the uttermost gates of
the m6rn, Is a mystery mild revealing eyes washed from sorrow and scorn,